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WHEN WORD REACHES LONDON 
OF THE MYSTERIOUS DIS-B% : : 
APPEARANCE OF SEVERAL That's one of ours 
BRITISH SUBMARINES NEAR THE | 2.3u?mersing now, Warlord. 
COAST OF SICILY, BRITAIN’S TOP | ; 

SECRET AGENT, LORD PETER 
FLINT, CODE-NAMED WARLORD, 
IS SENT TO INVESTIGATE... 


yj YA 



















it's in the area where we've had 
30 mony losses. Keep circlingand 
watch for any explosions. 





Warlord, we've just hod a report f 
from the navy chaps. They've a 
submarine overdue with a position 
Z : : 


No sign of explosions. Bu: 

what's that brown patch 

that's suddenly appeared 
in the sea? 





I don't know. Never seen ~ 
anything like it before, We'd. 
2, better get back to Malta and 


i! going back to where we saw that 
F\ “brown stain. ll need frogman’s 
gear, plastic explosive—and 5 








y\ sea bed—and a brown liquid 
eoxing from it. 


ii ih 





enough to hold the sub! 





PIAL 
Look, another of our subs close 
to the spot where we saw the 
brown stain. 


It's diving! He must 
a have mistaken us for 
We must try to warn it 
to make a detour. 





He's moving slowly enough 
for me to hitch a ride. 


Ss 





Ye gods! It's turned into 
strong tendrils—strong 7 
Both screws fouled, sir. We've lost 
steerage and we're being dragged 
> fi 


ant \ ee 
7) 7 
WA: 
Blow the tanks! That might leg s 
help us break free of whatever = x 
we've run into. yam pees 
YS 4:1 | Continued on P.28.}. 











Every place I move 1” 
EX cround this town, the 


¥ Kraut gunners drop 
a shell in my lap! 


Come on, O'Bannion. 
The General don't take 
being dead as an 





n garrison in the Belgian town of 

Bastogne in the Ardennes, But Bastogne lies 

in the path of the Germans’ last desperate bid 
to push the Allies back into the sea, 

















want you ou? on patrol. Grab me a 
coupla Kraut prisoners. | need to 
know the strength of the German 
w forces trying to surround us. | 











It's a wonder they ain't in 
@ traffic jam with that 











This is Traffic Control 
Charlie Able. The 101st 
are through my 
section! 


: a ; y . a x : & Ny y/ 
ed A | J ; Ze 
Z Neca y 7 i oly Toledo! Will ya) 
Sure thing, 5 ‘ fi _ s¢ listen to that 
Ser C'mon, fellers. ‘ if y, F Snowdrop! ~/ 
; fae aa aD er ha 




















Oar 


if the Jerries have been 


M Broadcasting convoy 
movement in clear. Why don’t 
you send Hitler a telegram, 
‘mug? The Krauts probably 
heard every word you | 

transmitted! 





‘Gee, you dropped your 
radio. Guess that’s 
bent it a mite! 


& 
Urr, you birdbs 
fouled up the traffic 
communications. I'll see you 








picking up that radio 
chatter they'll be moving 
on to this road to get our 


Right, Jacko. We ain't 
gonna have to look 
Se 





> 
aoe 


oa 
Kraut tanks 
© in ambush! 
eae 





The Marines crept up the slope 


lf 














kk 


Hey, mates. Look up 
there! The Jerries have 
captured one of our fuel 

tankers to refuel their 
tanks. Let’s go! 


in their own tanks is against Jy 


the rules! 


























Wahoo! You fixed 2 : i 
fem, Utd! ; ey 
i <i And now we fix you, C sik 3, Sen Somes 
Sf = ! Yankees! 4 ‘Now a few shots will stir 
out , things up. Blimey, look at 
a a ‘ them blow! 
is song 





ig i + s| '.( Move it, you Limey 
Holy Toledo! Had n i xq dead-beat! 
for mugs! What do we ss ; 
do now, Sarge? 





We surrender, pal! A 
dead hero don’t live 
to fight another day. 





s&s 
Strewth! More 


ithe boys eds Yeah! But Jackson’s still 


loose—and that Limey sure isa 
ball of fire! 








Ain't we got it wrong 
somewhere, Sarge? It was 
we who were supposed to 

bring the prisoners in. 
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could build a motorway through your 
living room. 

All you need to do is to buy one of these 
four great Britains Autoway toys - a Road Roller, 
a Truck Mixer with man, a Petrol Tanker with 
man, or a Liquid Tanker with man. 

(Make sure you keep the bar code from the 
box and the receipt from the shop, because 
you need to send them to us.) 

Then tell us how many miles of motorway 
there are in the UK (that's England, Scotland, 
Wales and Northern Ireland). 

Just tick one of these three boxes. [| 10 miles, 
(100 miles. (1,738 miles. 

All correct answers will win a set of road 
cones. 

Then you can enter our second fabulous 
competition, and win the complete set of 
Autoway toys above. 


ie our two new competitions and you 


OUR COMPETITION 
SHOULD CREATE A 
LITTLE DIVERSION. 


: 
win this complete set of toys. 


All you have to do is to tell us which of the 
toys you like best, and why it's your favourite. 

Our judges will give prizes to the best 6 
answers, and the closing date is the last post 
on Friday 11 October 1985. 

Send this page to: Britains Ltd, House 
Information Services, 178/202 Great Portland 
Street, London WIN 6NH. Winners will be 
notified by Friday 22nd November 1985. 











NAME _______ AGE BOY/GIRL 
ADDRESS eit amass 
LLIKE THE} BEST, BECAUSE 











WAAL 


BRITAINS 












THIS WEEK'S CODE: 
LETTER CODE TWO. 
THIS WEEK'S CHALLENG! 


JERXPHGVK: ~HGLKKVW? 
NZIXSRMT. YZMMVW.: | 


Send all letters to— 
WARLORD H.Q. 
P.O. BOX 305, 
LONDON NW1 ITX. 





CALLING 
































Dear Warlord, 

1 was recently sent ona very 
dangerous mission — | was 
planted as a spy in our local 
Anti-Warlord Group! | attended 
their meetings and discovered 
they knew more about our club 
than we thought they did. In 
the evenings, I reported back to 
my leader and we made plans 
to attack their H.Q. 

One week later, while an 
A.W.G. meeting was ir 
progress, our club struck. In 
only a few minutes, the enemy 
agents were overpowered and 
their club was liquidated. | 
received a medal for my work 
and was promoted as well, 
GRNLGSB L. NFOOZMV, 
VMMRH. 

(Super Code Kit plus Spycraft 
Book) 


Superb performance, my old 
plum duff. A truly “medal- 
some” piece of enemy 
interference. 
Flint 














WWARLUND 


m AGENTS , 





WVMRH IRLIWZM, - 
PRIIZOLV. 
(Spycraft Book) 









Another rather tiresome 
warning dropped on my desk from 
yet ines ‘sadly misguided bunch 
of Anti-Warlord:chappies. Not to 
be taken seriously, | would 
‘venture, but might as well pass on 
the missive to you agents in case 
you're in need of a touch of light 
relief, Here goes, then— 




















To Warlord— 
1 am the leader of an A.W.G. 
called The Cobra Organisation, old. 
chap. Our. aim is to raid every 
single one of your bases in the 
area. We have our own codes, old 
bean, and our movement. is 
deadlier than the cobra itself, So if @ for oy, ‘i 
were you, my old plum duff, I Gita” fy ub? 
would surrender to us. I'll be Szo0zy ekICORMy, 
seeing you and your groups soon. (Fi SG. 
Toodle Pip! 


Cobra? Snake in grass slither 






~S oo ule wens Orr main 












ingerpringj kit) 
e fer re 





feally 
™ seribbjen ine, 












and tie himself in knots, meth bathe olf been 

I reckon he's more to be pitied e's nop 48 ” hai I id eters 
than scored, so | hope you're Yshraam iy 7" show the a 
feeling better soon, my old fruit Fling en 


cake. 
Flint 


MMILORO CLOIB MEMBERSHIP (IG AESTAICTED 
70 7HE UK, GIRE, AW BFPO, WOMBERS, 


Lhe OA MMEDEL 


WARLORD CLUB 





NAME 
| ADDRESS 


i | BECOMER HMRCORO 





r | SECRET Are > 





SUMPCT SEVO TOUR MITE AU A0ORESS: 





1 ENCLOSE 40p POSTAL ORDER 
eS es ee ee en ee ee 


ATA A FOP POSTAL OROER TO WWARCORD. 
SECRET AGENT CLUB 70 ACORESS, ABOVE. 


wf 


WD. 7.9.85 


















Dear Warlord, 

My brother and | and two other friends have declared 
WAR! This stands for Warlord Athy Resistance. Since we are 
newly formed, no Anti-Warlord agents know of us. 

| Here is our logo— 


vececccccccceece 
Please tell your 
parents before 
replying to stamp 
advertisements. 
pecoeoceeowesooe: 


PVRGS OZKOVI, XL PROWZIV. 
(Spycraft Book) 


members in your area — if there are any — can't say they 


tA aos appropriate group moniker, old chap. A.W.G. 
| haven't been warned! 


FANTASTIC! 174 flags plus 130 
Flint coats of arms. in colour free. 
Request approvals. L. P. Dera, 
31, Woodside Road, “Glenrothes, 
ife, 

250 stamps free when first apply- 
ing for our approvals. Birch. 27 
Wayside Road, St Leonards, Ring- 
wood, Hants. 

100 different stamps free! Request 
superb p__upwards approvals. 
Bush(A), 1677 Wimborne Road, 
Bournemouth, 





Lee ORS “ Deor Lord Peter Flint 
£ jeveasiest CONT ample dov y grandad was a 
One of the Cec. In. THY EMT Gaur spaces sergeant in the Seaforth 
Highionders ‘during, the 
Second World War, The 
e larger ene Garman called them 
sammie Size: ts a “The Women From Hell” 
ieSVEN O'CLOCK because they wore kilts 
AD x and fought so fiercely. My 
randtather wasn’t 
ScoHish so he was 
privileged to serve in such 
afine regiment. 
KZFO LSMHLM, 
DVHG WIZBGLM. 
(Warlord Belt) 









COMPLETE 
STAMP 
COLLECTORS OUTFIT 











He settainly Baa old 
i ren ean, though it may 
i eri then welts surprise you ta learn 
agape draW YOU ire, starune that most of the soldiers 
eer in each St ‘You can in Scottish regiments 
oneting ue colum » weren't in fact Scottish! 

the grille: Flint 





WD, 7.9.85 





ADVERTISEMENT 


3 GREAT BOOKS FOR BOYS! 


2E COLO PAGES! 
SUPER STORIES ANP STA 
FEATURES! 















































NOW ON. SALE A IEW SAGEN TS AND BOOKSHOP S—~EL40P EACH 











1998. Norway and the new neighbouring state of Kervica are fighting for 
possession of the island of Keerbergen. Sent to help the Norwegians, Squadron 
leader Hob Hogget of the R.A.F. flies a Harrier equipped with a Special 
Advanced Artificial Intelligence Computer — SAAIK for short — and 


Wolverine aircraft, move to pincer 
positions. Hogget climbing as 
anticipated. He is moving nicely into 





commands a squadron of Norwegian fighter bombers, But SAAIK is out of our trap! 


action after an enemy sabotage squad feed in a fault. Now it is man against 
machine as Hob climbs to meet an attack masterminded by SCAB, a Kervican 
computer... 








SCAB expects me to attack the main 
body in good Battle of Britain style. . . 
but today | become the biggest coward 

inthe RAF... 


i 
Zipping 
KE 


} 


if 


| at iLd AL 
UN Break, break, Yi 
Fiords! We're 
getting out of 
hi 


The scum are running 
for it. Avter them! 


Negative! Negative! 
Running is out of 
fj character for Hogget. 
Beware! 


But SCAB’S warning was too fate. The Fiords went 


ing right hand tur 


Gosh, that G-turn blacked )-= 
me out. But the enemy 
should be dead 
chead...now! 





“ONE DOWN — TWO MORE TO GO! 


My advice disregarded. 
You will need to cali 
another flight to your aid! 


Bhim counter SCAB's moves “ 
instinctively. Soon SCAB had " 
had enough. 


Wolverine leader 
— not yet, SCAB! <4 


My section has re~ 

formed. | intend 
attacking the te 
= airfield! 9 


A second was hit by ground fire. Fi?’ 


ae 


, 


EEX gas 
B Home now to fight 
again another day. 


~ +. 


Too late! He’s gor the legs 
on us. Stand by to go into 


We've split ‘em up! And if 
my guess is right more 
should be on their way in 
support right now! 


Got you! One down — 
two more to go! _y 


‘The Kervicon leader took his revenge out on the control 
tower. 
Take that! | will show you 
that |, Kerchovsky, am 
not yet finished! 


When Hob returned to his quarters, 
he was met by a near-hysterical 
Cyril Harris, SAAIK's operator. 





Hob! Hob! Something 
terrible has happened! 


Okay, okay! 
Calm down, 








‘But how can we keep 
the fact from the 
Kervicans, that’s the 


< 
Idon’t know if lean 
repair it, Hob! 


Mt 


eS 
tees, 


COT a7 


and your expe: 
Kervicans realise it’s out 
of action, they'll invacle! J 


Next day, the Harrier took off with Reddock in 
the navigator’s seat. 


Tm depending on 
you, Reddock. 





Th, ..they must have 
repaired it. General. 


The invasion is off! We need } 


to command the air — and. 

we'll never succeed while 
their computer is 
operational 7g 


“PENGUINS CAN FLY BETTER . . .”” 


That evening, when Hob made a visit to the 


Shower! Call 
= yourselves 
a airmen! 
4e] (Penguins can fly 
better than you 
Ui 


‘Our radio monitors show 
that Hogget commanded 
the last action, General. 
They must still be looking 
for the fault we fed into 


Then the invasion 
should begin while 
the going is good! 


Come with me, 
Reddock! 


. fh, typical * 
Englishman — he 
can’t take a joke! 


Suddenly SAAIK's voice came over the 
enemy receiver loud and clear . . « 


Red Section into line aster, 
go... come in right on our |f 
heels, Blue. 





it... it’s their 
computer! 











‘A good impersonation. 
‘Reddock. You had SAAIK off 
toatee. You should 
go onstage, 





te! Vhat's an idea, sir. Less 


f chance of having your sail 
y  shotoff—orbeing 6H 
bawled out by squadron 


leaders! 


SURPRISES FOR THE JAPS — AND ALBERT! 13 


Goldarn it, Limey! 1 
never get all my men 
out now, 





The Kachin Hills of Bi a in 1943. Captain the Lord Albert 

D°Ville’s unit of fierce hillmen has formed uneasy partnership 

with Major Bull Harmony’s K-Force of U.S. in 

assaulting the Japanese radar station at Si airfield. The 

operation is successful and Dakota aircraft fly in to lift out the 

Rangers and a large group of freed prisoners .., but one 
Dakota is unable to land. 











‘When the major investigated Sir, jam ‘em like sardines 
th and there still ain't enough 
room for all these bods on 


two aircraft. 


Pack them in and let's see, 
how many are left over. 


Albert, meanwhile, was busying himself Cf, 
jh matters a mite more explosive. 

















; Observe, gentlemen —1 


now ignite slow-fuse timed 
rene aint oF Ma 


[gee burning . 


+. thus allowing time for a 
leisurely stroll to a healthy 
distance away 





One of the aircraft 
departs, sir. 


sluggish lift-off, Smythe. It 
wey ay a baevy. ied of 
those chaps we freed. 











14 “ROCK-HARD FROM BRAIN TO BUNIONS.” 


Scout say Japoni come on north 
rd, 


SY Every good party 
draws gate- 








Albert was elsewhere, planning a welcome 


A Three truckloads of somewhat JR 
‘annoyed Japanese soldiers, 
‘Smythe. 






Minutes loter— 


There goes the last aircraft, 
sir, Another laden take-off. 


Twould have expected ). 
‘Major Bull to delay to say 
wale 











IS Nid 3 
‘Major, me and the boys is ready 
to stay behind eather than leave Ny\ SQ 
any of those poor guys from the 5 f 
. Sapcage, pe eds 
Bf Well said, Sergeant. 
under orders to take this lift, but 





away presents, 
“SL Smythe. 





Theard that, Limey — but | ain’t 
sayin’ goodbye! I decided against 
orders that K-Force should stay to 

make room for the prisoners. A 














tactical decision, Limey. Don't get 
the idea I’m going soft. 


r 








am sure you 
ard from brain 














Dusk found K-Force ond the Kachins three jungle miles from the cirfield, But Bull 
wosn't hoppy. 





Limey, my Rangers just can’t yi 
take to your gooks leading 
‘em by the hand. 


It has to be, unless your chaps 
wish to blunder round in circles all 
night, old socks, which could: 
prove most dangerous as every 
‘Jap in a hundred miles is going to 

beating the bushes for us! 


“A GOOK MAFIA!” 


We are hoping the Japs Jel (Old boy, the Muruk are river Jerusalem! Now I'm 
won't expect us to have 40S gipsies who claim to ke 
crossed the river, Major, }4 descended from pirates of the 
soafewdaysago 4% coast. Kadewa's people have 





| Kadewa sent a message teamed up with them in the odd 
asking the Muruk for {@a| fy bit of smuggling and suchlike 
: 73 











Limey, my boys had 
better be first across. We 
are trained inkeach- ~ 
head tactics should there 
be opposition. 


PIs 














Saddle up, you guys. Let’s [trust those sampans can manage 
show these gooks how a crack a load, sir. They sit somehow low J077." 
gy ourtit handles a river. in the water. 


By jove, they are short of 
froeboard for empty craft. 








We have the pig-dogs! 
TURN BACK! w they will ell diet 


% 
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JAVA,194-2.... AS JAP PLANES DEVASTATE 
THE LAST RAF AIRFIELD, SERGEANT 
BILL BLACK AND HIS ACE BOFORS CREW 
TRY DESPERATELY TO STEM THE TIDE — 


‘. 


Got one! Halfa 
arge! Zero 
straight for 


No panic, Arthur. Let 

how him why we're the 
Army's champion crew. 
ra 


Keep cool, lads! Wait rill 


is ; Smack on the no: 
ee he‘s dead in your sights. \y Great shooting, 


That’s the way, lads! We may 
be the only gun left, but we'll 
give the Nips something to 
think about! 





hat does it! & 3a 
EE 
ano Ge 


WW 


Head for the coast at 
Sunang! There might 
still be an evacuation 


ship there. rest of the journey. It'll be a lot 
fe 














British pig gunners! 
Stop them! 


The lousy Nips've 
‘ambushed the convoy! 
Get the gun unlimbered! 


Thank you, Sergeant. 
The Nips had\us cold. 
We're heading for 


We've made it in the nick of 
time. Looks like that's the 
last boat. 


’ We're trying to get there 
100, sir. Mind if we join 


Look! One of our convoys! z 
We'll team up with them for the 


KILL! KILL THE 
WHITE DOGS! 


JAPS COMING! STOP: 


“2, THE EMBARKATION! 


ke care of the Nips with 
our Bofors! 


fi wo.7.905| 





"JAP BOMBERS!” 
MW Uy,"* 


That's one down! Let's hope Y Come on, Sergeant! thate to destroy our gun, 


we can buy enough time for g 5 y i fads, but sale no choice. 
}o get aboard. 2 A fe can ave i i 


Holton hour later, 
out 6! see 


a aaa aaaaaaa! 
S YE GODS, SARGE!& 
2, JAP BOMBERS! 


They've got the gun 


crew! We've had it! Yas he spit: 


3 chaps! Give them 
bombers what for! 


Don’t worry, mate. a Not yer, Art! We'll 
The Navy'll take core take over that 





There goes another bomber! 
These Army types are top- 
class gunners! They could 

break up the attack on shale 

own! 





—_— 

Thank you, chaps. You did a 
rand job. How would you like 
fo man it till we make port? 


That's three! And the 


ea last one’s running for 
YIPPEE! One down, i 


three 10 go! 


. We'd be glad to, sir. Just try 
Pity. Iwas hoping keeping us away from 
we'd get the lot. F 





Look out fora a a smashing ioihplste story NEXT WEEK! 

















Larry 
Jackson, brought up by the 
French Vallon family, is 
helping a French Resistance 
group to get escaped Allied 
World War Two prisoners 
across the Pyrenees Mountains 
on the last s 
route to Spain. After helpi 
Frene! mbush, two British 
Commando pr 












¥ 
could be shot — but we 
will treat you more 
leniently if you tell us all 
you know of this escape 


I want them alive! 
Shoot to wound, not 
to kilt y 





WD. 7.9.85, 





ON THE RUN — WITH TWO WOUNDED MEN! 21 


Med, 









insport! 
These Britishers will 
become more talkative 
at our Gestapo 
Sr headquarters? 





i 1 must getthem 
away! Maybe this 
German stick 












We can’t go fast, lad? 
I copped a shot in 
the arm and Carter 
has a bullet-grazed 

I 





_{ won't go far on 
this leg, son! Come on! Swim! 
Commandos, 
‘aren't you? 


A\ 
Just get to that 
cave ahead — then, Bf Cripes, 
the river will take ) i harder on us than 
us through! our toughest 
; Commando 
instructors! 






“JOLLY BRAVE OF A LAD LIKE YOU 
,/_ We're out of the AN y, Sox < x 


cavern now! There’sa 





um 
eee 


ay 


You'll be safe here a 
until t can bring, 
you nore help 
BSN ee 


Soon— 






safe cave farther up. 1 BS : fve)) 
By Not far to go — keep. ) 
climbing. TS He f 


: " ¥ Ina room behind the bakery shop— 
We have another : an This is Squadron-Leader ) 
British escaper for, Beton cn ineorent 
you herecterry. R.A.F. pilot. His escape By then it may be too 
must take precedence late! But I’ve no option 
‘over your two but to obey orde 
Commandos. We will ‘and dacgees Val 
send help for them later, Draper. ce 


My two wounded 
Commandos need. 
help first, Raoul! 

















Jolly brave of a lad like 
you to be doing this job. 
Bet you'd rather be a 
Spitfire pilot like me, 
eh? 


1 
Pie ee {x We all have our jobs to do 
te ¢ se —and mine is to make you 
Fae safe, My dog will give you 
i , warning if Germans come, 








near. I'm going to see how Ji 
my Commandos are 
getting on. 


i 
I've obeyed orders by » 9 
hiding Barton at my hut — 
but i don’t really trust 
Jacques Valais to help 
those Commandos. 


(Twas afraid I'd find you 


a bad way, but 
you look better alrea 























i 


‘A German scout 
plane. We'll get outs 
of here once it’s 
one. J>7 


once they'd 
eleaned and we 








They often land here 
fo meet up with 


“TE THEM UP WITH MY ROPE!” 





‘Soon ( Soyou really have 
aplane here! ! ~, 
hardly believed 
you! y= 


We're still in poor 
A shape for climbing 
mountains! 


Wish we could 
hitch a lift from. 
lanet 


I've got a R.A.F, pilot 
at my hut not far from. 
here. If we could just : . 
knock out those” My wounds far 
Germans— better already. 
! 





them while 1 go and 
\, fetch Squadron- 
Leader Barton! 











Now I’m afraidimust 
admit to false boasting! 
I've never flowna ¥ 
Spitfire! I've never 4 
flown anything! 


So you're not a pilo: 
at all! Then who are 
you? 


24 THE DESERT ROAD THAT LEADS TO DANGER. 


THs KUFRAR 


Sergeant Tom Hallam, Royal Marines Special 
Boat Service, is posted as weapons instructor to 
the Gulf State of Kufrar and lands in a shooting 
war between the young emir and the rebels of 
Shaikh Rashdan. Disguised as an Arab, Hallam 
travels by camel into the desert with two 
companions to uncover a rebel gunrunning route. 

















The trucks turned this way, = ioe 
along the road laid by the 2 Gs 

oil company, See how their \ 
wheel-marks show in tar 
\ JAY so, 


\ softened by the sun. they went east, towards 


the oil pipeline. We seem to 
EN run up against Tantocol Oil 


y 
¢ = whichever way we turn in 
(YI this war, Colonel Tahi. 
oy” i7{ 
ih 
a 


ied 











~( The pumping station! That { Yes—the tyre marks show the 
could be where the trucks trucks did indeed furn into this 
were heading for. = : 














(Hallam, cover your 
face and pale eyes! 


" Nowater here. Good 9 
well along road. You 


We'll go — but not far. Then 
gp, we'll wait and watch! 


But Hallam’s party was itself being watched closely. 





They lie! Those camels 
P| have no need of drink for, 
another day. 


They dress as Shammar — yet 
ride racers of the Beni Ruwar 
breed. There also is something Ay 
familiar about that tall one who 
weer spoke. 5 i 











a 
a ee 
ee Well, Ci 
== = see if our suspicions are 


i confirmed. 
Sapeny 





“LISTEN — HILIKOBTAR NOISE!” 28 








Better get those trucks =< 
unloaded, Zeyd. The ‘copter is 





It's the heavy-lifter used by _ 
: Tantocol for flying in rig Y= 
oo el 2 
ae 
Ze 2 =i 








They're loading on the 
munition crates from the 

















Not much load. Lose 
most in strange 
accident on the way jim 
he y 


Your Shaikh Rashdan isn’t 
going to be pleased when 
he hears that. 


26 “I’M BEGINNING TO SHARE YOUR NASTY FEELING.” 


if When the ‘copter lifted off again — 


eal 
XV 








The usual 
course, Zeyd? 


There they are. Now why 
would they tarry if their “7 


} ( camels are truly thirsty? g 
i Cs Fl, 
Not yet. First | look —Le E 
for the answer toa 


pueele Turn off your motors. 1) _| 
would speak with those )— 

















WY v's landing. Hi en 
eane is curious Mie: : 
“ ' T= 





The machine 
becomes still and 
silent. 


Colonel, 'm keginning t0 
'( share your nasty feeling. 


<r Brothers, would you argue We'll have fo do as he says. 


with automatic rifles? Walk Leave the rifles here. 
red Ie 


























Brother, you are the one who 
interests me. Why do you hide 
i your face? — aye & | 


it MA 


¥ cu 
i By the beard of the sarephet 
i Colonel Tahi, the emir‘s dog! We 
shall have some fine sporthere! Bd KW3 
~~ | 


NEXT ANN A lh) s for the chop! 











dl wo. 7.9.03 





Bombers like the Vickers Wellington pictured 
here equipped several R.A.F. squadrons at the 
outbreak of W.W.II. Wellingtons had a top speed 
of 250 m.p.h., were armed with three twin-gun 
turrets and could carry 1500 Ibs of bombs up to 
1100 miles. In their day they were considered to 
be the ultimate weapon of destruction. Time has 
proved that to be wrong but today the ultimate f 
weapon has surely been achieved with the 
introduction of the Cruise Missile, Armed with a 
nuclear warhead and capable of flying at 
extremely low altitudes to avoid detection, the 
cruise missile can deliver death and destruction to 
targets many thousands of miles from its 

launching base 


Vic! 
TE 





These tendrils are rubbery — but as yl 
tough as steel! | can’t cut them fast 5) 


ai! 
I don't know how a diver got down 


where so quickly, but our only chance) 
Wye seem to be to do as he says.F7 








Holf-an-hour later, the sub was free to continue its 
int investigated the pipeli 


WITS 


BONE Just the job! It’s cutting through VAM Hmm! An electronic sensor. The 
INA this synthetic seaweed like a hot ; ene ‘ Of aoncass pick uo passing aces ced 
; Maly that triggers offa spurt of the $s 
tangle weed liquid. 
But I'll have to swim on the 
Fe my air's running out, Aaa 





Phew! That was hard goin: 
follow the pipe into that cave. 





\ 
: 
\\ 


follow the main fe 
jipe to the shore. \ 


i 


a1 
\ 


How very inconsiderate of ay 
the Huns—a dead end! 


nr ‘* 
i 


mn 


H, 





Since | can’t go any further this way, ‘ ‘ 
I'll se? my plastic explosive and time f . Y hag Sa = 
lose aera ans ees RY eS $2 | A corman navel sentry. Now 
Ww i i) |, why is he guardinga wooden 
hut unless it’s hiding 
something? 


- 
IZ, Sorry, ald chap, but the P = 
‘riegsmarine’s going to have to be W/W 
Wy ps! Nearly a goner the! 
ove man short! ) his is one of the hardest 
imbs of my life. 


es 


Ve 


[eaceoen— TN 
L- Five enemy submarii 
Congratulations, He 


we can manufact 
1 U 








SU2b 
y Naughty, naughty! That’s no 
M way fo greet a visifor!Have J 
REET a grenade! 

















Teufel! Aspy! 
{ Shoot him down: 
f 








Explosives? 
You are lyi 


darting 
glances at that switchboard. There 
must be another way aut. 


You'll never get 
my secret formula, 


this place. When the time 
}\ tock on the door opens, 
d armed guards will b 
waiting for you, 





You've given the game away, Y 
old bean! I've found the 

















The prof's formula caused the deaths” 
T of many British submariners. So it's fitting, 
that it should end his life. Now I'd better 





Only a minute or two to go. 
That boat's what I need. 















Sorry, chum, but I've gone 


STATO 
TE AOE TE TEBE 


Y t90 far to stop now! 





















Back in London, Flint reported to Kingpin— 


ae) aA 
bi iH ; 
ay 
LLU ri 














So that’s the story, boss. We if 
have a sample of the liquid, 
but I don’t know what use we) |/g 22. 





could put it to. J BS 





I'm shor? of weeds in my 











4 goldfish pond! 
2 = § \ mn 
There \ : 
she blows!) 2 \\ . 
wl Ne Xf | = 2h Wo. 7.9.85 


NEXT WEEK—On the trail of Archangel the assassin! 
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